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wooded hollow, amid high peaked granite hills; below all was
green, save in one part of the valley, where a patch of clean sand
spread out over some extent. By the side of this, was the palace,
strikingly resembling a chateau of Louis XIII's time, such as
I have often seen in Central France. It consists of a central
pavilion with side wings symmetrically arranged, open balco-
nies running round the first storey, and steps leading up to the
principal entrance; in short, it is the most European-looking
construction that I have found in Arabia. This palace was
erected by Sultan Sa'eed, and, I believe, by Western builders
under his orders. Around stand long ranges of stables and
outhouses. Here, beneath a wing of the edifice and close by a
private entrance, sat Thoweynee himself, in the midst of his
court, enjoying the morning air in the shade; before him about
three hundred hoi semen were engaged in the evolutions and
caprices of a mock fight. Tents were pitched here and there
among the trees; all was life, cheerfulness, and security; a very
different scene from that which we had so lately beheld ami
shared in.

We halted awhile behind a screen of foliage, whence unseen
we could ourselves see the king and his attendants. Before
long the parade was over, and the cavaliers, after saluting their
sultan, rode off to quarters at a little distance. We then ad-
vanced ; after a few steps some of the bystanders perceived us,
and came up. " Doubtless you belong to one of last night's
wrecks," said they; " we had just been talking about the pro-
bable loss of many ships in the storm, and here you are to
witness," After this greeting they led us without further preface
before Thoweynee.

I could scarcely keep from laughing at the figure I made;
but it was perhaps fortunate for my incognito with Thoweynee,
whose royal eyes must have rested times out of number on
Europeans of different categories, and who might have likely
enough recognized the English traveller if under a better guise,
and in more seemly circumstances. But to pick out an English-
man from amid our barelegged castaway band would have re-
quired a conjuror; and Thoweynee, whatever his mother may
be, is not that himself. We now stood before him* He was
handsomely, even gorgeously, dressed in fine white robes, lightly
embroidered with a flowered pattern, and wearing a large and